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PREFACE. 



The kindly reception accorded a few years ago to a small 
volume of poems entitled '* Dew-Drops," has emboldened 
the author to prepare for publication a similar collection, 
written more recently, hoping that on these tiny waves of 
thought may be borne a ripple of interest and pleasure unto 
others. 
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TO JOHN G. WHITTIER. 

1884. 

EAR poet of our hearts I No laurels grow 
More fresh and green by Merrimac's fair side, 
Than those we bind upon thy locks of snow, 
With mingled love and pride. 

Our Quaker bard — from whose New England hills 
Was caught the strength and vigor of thy song, 
While with the rhythm of thy native rills 
Flows the sweet verse along. 

Brave words for Truth and Freedom have been 

thine. 
Thro' the long darkness of our country's night, 
With zeal unfaltering, and a faith divine. 
Still pointing unto light. 
2 
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And we would thank thee for the warm defense 
Our faith has often from thy pen received, 
Thy own by birthright, and in fuller sense 
Acknowledged and believed. 

And yet we know no bigot's soul is thine, 
Thou art no railer at another's creed ; 
But for all branches of one common vine, 
Thy charity will plead. 

The wildest legion of our Indian land, 
By thee is made a moral to unfold ; 
And with the touch of Midas, by thy hand 
The dross is turned to gold. 

The merry whistling of thy ^^ Barefoot Boy," 
In many a heart has stirred the fires of youth, 
The sweet home picture of a ^^ Snow1?ound" joy 
We treasure in its truth. 

The waves that break thy rocky coast around, 
Seem as familiar music to us still ; 
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And we can almost think we hear the sound 
Of pines on Ramoth hill. 

But dearer far the tender heart that breathes 
In warm pulsations thro' each page we scan, 
And we forget the poet and his wreaths, 
In deep love for the man. 

The childlike trust that deepens with the years, 
That sits like Mary at the Master's feet ; 
Like Parson Avery's swan song, to our ears 
Thine groweth strangely sweet. 

Long may we listen like thy Scottish maid. 
Who heard at Lucknow her deliverance near. 
To hear the northwind bear thro' glen and glade, 
The strain from childhood dear. 

And when ^^At Last " thine every tale is told. 
And from thy hand shall fall the ringing lyre. 
May He who gave thy minstrelsy uphold. 
And bid thee '^ come up higher." 
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THE BRINK OF THE RIVER. 

|HEN we go to the brink of the river, 
The mystical river of Death, 
With a loved one about to pass over 
The dark and unfathomed depth ; 

When we feel the damp breath of the river 
Strike chill to each shuddering sense, 

As the life from our presence forever. 
Is born on the swift current hence ; 

Oh ! then we acknowledge supremely 
The need of a Heavenly Love, 

The soul thro' the waters serenely 
To guide to the harbor above. 

We feel how the world and its treasure 
Are naught at a moment like this, 

When eternity opens its measure 
Of endless bewailing or bliss. 
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In the gloom on the brink of the river, 
- The truth hath a mightier power — 
No sermon that man may deliver 
Can preach like that eloquent hour. 

In the hush of the silence and anguish, 

The awfulness over us thrown. 
We feel how that spirit must languish 

That enters those waters alone ; 

That knows not the presence sustaining, 
Of One who can comfort and save. 

Whose power is forever remaining 
The same as on Galilee's wave ; 

Who can brighten the sands of the river, 
Till they shine as the purest of gold. 

And can cause every wavelet to quiver 
In the light of a glory untold. 

May impressions thus sadly engraven. 
Be ever our deepest and best, 
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And our hearts like the wandering raven, 
Find never a haven of rest, 

Till they yield to the merciful Giver 
Each gift that is precious and dear. 

And know on the brink of the river 
The Love that annihilates fear. 



THE MOUNTAIN STONE. 

IHERE afar the western sun 
Lingers when our day is done, 
O'er the prairie's swelling tract, 
And the foaming cataract, 
Sending arrowy shafts of gold 
From his quiver round and old ; 
Where Missouri's infant streams. 
Murmur in their cradle dreams 
And the red man wanders still 
Where his fathers roamed at will, 
There, 'tis said, a mountain lifts 
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To the skies its snowy cliffs, 

From whose breast a sound is hurled 

Like the ruin of a world ; 

And from out whose mighty heart, 

As the rocks are rent apart. 

Oftentimes a dark-hued stone. 

Rough, and round, and hard, is thrown, 

Like a bomb projected far 

From artillery of war ; 

And exploding, like the shelly 

In the chasm where it fell. 

Has revealed a wondrous light 

Bursting on the dazzled sight — 

Lined with silver, jewels rare 

From their settings flashing there. 

Crystals clear as morning dew 

Which the sunlight sparkles thro'. 

Rubies rich as aught that flings 

Splendor on the brow of kings 

Are the treasures formed, and cast 

From that cavern deep and vast. 
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By his camp-fire on the plain, 
When the Indian hears again 
That loud monntain-thunder near, 
Low he bows in awe and fear, 
The Great Spirit's voice to hear 
In the wild, convulsive throes 
Those majestic sounds disclose. 
And his thoughts roam far away 
Where his vanished people stay — 
Fancies from these peaks are seen 
Prairies wide, forever green. 
And an endless view unrolls 
Of the hunting ground of souls. 

In our lives there may be thrown 
Duties like that mountain stone. 
Dark and hard, yet bearing still 
Impress of a mighty will. 
Evidence by which we tell 
Not from any chance they fell — 
Formed and fashioned for our need, 
Perfect in the thought and deed, — 
Given forth with whisper clear 
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Strong as thunder in our ear, 

Till we bow in reverent fear, 

Feeling the Great Spirit near. 

If we faithful follow on, 

Take our burdens, one by one. 

Will they not at times reveal 

They an inner wealth conceal ? 

Open to our ravished sight 

Jewels warm with living light ? 

As the darkness falls apart 

From the radiance of the heart, 

We may in our visions see 

Earnest of the joys to be. 

When the ransomed reach their goals 

In the happy land of souls. 



IN THE FOREST. 

fEEP in the shade 
Of the greenwood glade. 
When the midsummer days are long, 
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I pause to hear 
Rise sweet and clear 
The note of a woodbird's song. 

Like a glad surprise, 
From the bending skies 

As the melody seems to fall, 
Thro' the hush profound 
Break the waves of sound 

With the joy of a spirit's call. 

And the thrush that sings 
On the tree-top swings 

In the breeze that is felt not here — 
Exultant and free 
Rings his minstrelsy. 

Like a clarion voice of cheer. 

The winds from afar. 

Like the ceaseless jar 
Of waves on a distant shore, 

Breathe a low refrain 

To the blither strain 
And their vesper murmurings pour. 



WAVELETS. 19 

From the heated day 

To these shadows gray, 
Tho' wearied or worn I turn, 

A refreshment comes 

From their sylvan homes 
With the breath of the moss and fern. 

Like a soothing balm 

Is the holy calm 
That broods on the spirit here, — 

From the haunts of men 

In the wildwood glen 
There lieth another sphere. 

And the voice of hope, 

With its horoscope 
Cast far in the future's flow, 

Is renewed and heard 

Thro' the forest bird. 
As he sings in the sunset glow. 

Thus methought that life 
With its endless strife, 
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And the heat of its summer day, 
Might be gladly borne, 
If the soul, toil worn. 
Could turn at its will away, 

And rest 'neath the trees 
With the healing leaves. 

Where the whispering voices come. 
Where the air is peace. 
And our hearts increase 

In the Love that is joy alone. 

But it is not ours 

To control the powers 
That move through the spirit's realm. 

To awake the breeze 

Amid shades like these 
When the heat and the dust o'erwhelm. 

Enough will it be 
When the night sets free 
The shadows that round us glide. 
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If the Saviour's voice 
With the word '^rejoice," 
Be onr bird-song at eventide. 



HUMILITY. 

t QUIET little virtue, a blossom of the heart, 
It groweth in the valley, the highway far 
apart. 

Though chief among the graces, 'tis lowliest of 
them all, 

A secret spring whose touching is power for great 
and small. 

Though forged at earthly anvil, 'tis the key to 
Heaven's gate. 

Before whose soundless turning the listening an- 
gels wait. 

Wouldst wear this fadeless blossom, wouldst gain 
this crowning grace ? 
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Wouldst feel the mystic guiding of this key into 

its place? 
Know, never priceless jewel from far Golconda's 

mine, 
Or pearl from caves of ocean, where coral bowers 

entwine, 
Or flower from Alpine summit was harder to attain, 
And with its glad possessor less certain to remain. 
Like mirage of the desert, like cloudlet of the 

morn, 
Like snowflake in the sunlight that melts as soon 

as bom. 
This lowly virtue beaming with life's diviner ray. 
Full often in our clasping fast vanisheth away. 
A breath of pride will chase it — the whisper of a 

thought 
Whose source is aught unholy, will shiver it to 

naught. 

Far greater is the hero who makes vain self to 

yield. 
Than he whose lance has quivered on many a 

storied field. 
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A fiercer battle wages when conscience stirs anew, 
Than ever clashed at Ivry, or stormed at Waterloo, 
And when the victory dawneth of virtue over sin. 
This gentle little presence comes softly gliding in. 

And would we keep the treasure with never harm 

or loss, 
'Twill only be by clinging all meekly to the Cross. 
There as the fervent prayer of needy hearts shall 

pour, 
Humility will hover and add one blessing more. 
And when Hope's glad evangel shall bid the world 

arise. 
Will it not prove most truly the key to Paradise ? 



A WINTER THUNDER STORM. 

tND is this winter ? Have we slept. 
And passed the hours in dreaming, 
Till summer's reign upon us crept. 
Without Spring's intervening ? 
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For truly never summer hills 
In all their emerald splendor, 

Nor leafy woods whose shadow thrills 
With zephyrs warm and tender, 

Have ever raised to grander cloud. 

Or bowed a darker under, 
Or ever echoed peal more loud 

Of awe-inspiring thunder. 

From height to height, with lurid glow, 
The vivid lightning flashes, 

While downward in resistless flow. 
The raining torrent dashes. 

'Tis strange to sit by glowing coal. 
While tropic storm is raging. 

And hear in battle's din and roll. 
The elements engaging. 

How impotent man's vaunted power. 

We cannot fail of feeling. 
As silent in this awful hour 

Our hearts are dumbly kneeling 
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Before the might that rules the world, 

In deep and reverent wonder, 
That has the lightning's flag unfurled 

And rides upon the thunder. 

At last the cloud gates seem to close, 

The tempest's force is ending, 
And slowly on a calm repose. 

The veil of night's descending. 

Still far away in fitful play 

The electric glory lightens. 
While from the west a silver ray 

Of humid nature brightens. 

And thus perchance when winter lies 

Upon the heart so dreary. 
When bleak and cheerless seem the skies, 

And soul and brain are weary ; 

When long we've heard no song of bird 

To thrill with note entrancing, 
And thro' the spirit's mazes stirred 

No sunbeam's golden glancing. 
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It may be that a flash will rend 
The gathered clouds asunder, 

And from on high a voice descend 
In living tones of thunder, 

And sweeter sound than choral hymn 
Be woke for our possessing, 

And even as from Gerizim, 

May be pronounced a blessing. 



MOUNTAIN PINK. 

^AVE you ever roamed to gather 

^ i From its haunts the Mountain Pink ? 

Blooming like the Scottish heather 

On the lofty highland's brink ; 
Clinging to the rocky ledges, 

Covering all the barren hill, 
Peeping from among the sedges 

Growing by the trickling rill. 
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Where the grass-blade cannot flourish, 

And the violets fade and die, 
With no depth of soil to nourish, 

On the upland, bleak and dry. 
Smiles this elfin child of nature, 

Fairy of the frowning hills, 
Touching every rugged feature 

With the magic charm she wills. 

Varied as the tints of even 

Flushing in the glowing west. 
Are the hues and shadings given 

To this flowret's blooming crest ; 
Here a chalice is uplifted 

White as fl^^ke of driven snow, 
There the paler tints are rifted 

With the royal purple glow. 

Rose and crimson, softly blending. 
Shroud and hide the darker green, 

As some virtue rare descending 
Proves to many a fault a screen ; 
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All around sweet exhalations 
Float upon the air of spring, 

Like a pure heart's aspirations, 
When its hidden censers swing. 

Far renowned in song and story 

Are the '' lilies of the field," 
To whom Solomon in glory, 

Must the palm forever yield. 
And methinks this wildling blossom 

Well may claim such merit too. 
Bearing on its petalled bosom 

Richness princes never knew. 

Close the tomes of ancient learning. 
Student, pale with earnest thought, 

Merchant from thy ledger turning. 
Mother with thy cares enwrought. 

Go when spring has crowned with beauty 

Greenwood dell and mossy brink. 

Pleasure's bells will chime with duty 

As you gather Mountain Pink. 
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TO AN INFANT. 

^OVElyY immortal 

^ Here at life's portal, 
Entering so bravely on time's stormy sea, 

Would that some fairy 

Down from her eyrie. 
The weal of thy future could whisper to me. 

So frail and so tender. 

No visions of splendor 
From early allurements can dazzle or win ; 

O, must the pure whiteness 

Of innocent brightness 
Be soiled by the world with its touches of sin ? 

Is the way lengthy ? 

Will the next century 
Cast its meridian light on thy brow ? 

Or, is the Father 

Waiting to gather 
My lamb to the joy of His fold even now ? 
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Will there be sadness, 

Will there be gladness, 
Most in the path, that is ordered for thee ? 

Blessings attend thee ? 

Kind hearts befriend thee ? 
Or cheerless and lone will thy journeying be ? 

Too lightly pondering, 

Wilt thou go wandering 
Far from the faith that thy fathers have held ? 

Or, lowly in spirit, 

Wilt thou yet for it 
Stand like those valiants, the worthies of old ? 

lyike the owl calling. 

When the night's falling, 
Out thro' the darkness sending her cry, 

From her perch lonely 

Listening only 
To the wild winds and echoes reply. 
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So I am sending 

Thro' the unending, 
Mysterious gloom that envelops us all, 

Question on question, 

Rife with suggestion. 
And naught but the echo responds to my call. 

Ah ! wiser and better 

No fancy to fetter 
With knowledge too great for the finite and dim. 

Though life is before thee, 

God's care still is o'er thee, 
And the hairs of thy head are all numbered by Him. 

Whatever betide thee 

His spirit will guide thee. 
If humbly before Him thy nature shall bow. 

And over the river 

Present thee forever 
As spotless and pure as I'm holding thee now. 



32 WAVELETS. 

TO THE OLD BUILDING AT WESTTOWN 

1885. 

§ND thou art doomed ! the fiat has gone forth 
That fells thy walls and timbers to the earthy 
And bids thee cease to be — and at thy side 
Already springs the fair, usurping form 
That soon in stately comeliness and pride 
Will flaunt upon thy ruin, and from out 
Thy mouldering ashes, phoenix-like, will rise, 
And spread its wings exultant o'er thy grave. 
But I will chant thy requiem— and whatever 
There lacks of skill or music in the song. 
May be atoned for by the fond regard 
That holds a living place within my breast. 

For I have loved thee, Westtown. Thou hast 

been 
The fostering mother of my girlhood dreams. 
When life had scarce the shadow of a care. 
And all the future seemed a picture fair 
Seen through the glimmer of a golden mist 
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That Hope's soft airs were lifting ; and to-day, 
From every nook and corridor of thine, 
There breathes a gracious memory — odors blown 
From out the blooming gardens of the past. 
Here Friendship twined its ivy — still to wear 
The fadeless green of an immortal youth, 
And clasp its tendrils even unto death. 
What keen incentive unto higher aims, 
What fresh impulses unto nobler deeds, 
Have had their birth in thee, — since that far day 
When in the strength and wisdom of our sires ' 
Thy corner-stone was laid, and, prayer-founded 
Thy enduring walls. Thro' after years 
The generations that have come and gone. 
Arose to call thee blessed. Ancient ones. 
Whose names have been as watchwords unto us. 
Their lives as beacon lights, returned to thee 
As to the Alma Mater of their day. 
And with a tongue of pentecostal fire 
Proclaimed the glories of eternal Truth. 
Thy halls are hallowed by this perfect flow 
Of eloquence inspired. The vesper hour. 



34 WAVELETS. 

When young hearts gathered into silence deep, 

Oft heard the purest orisons ascend, 

And left the impress of a holier seal 

On many a dawning life ; thenceforth to be, 

When time had dimmed the beauty of the world. 

And filled its cup from Marah, as a star 

Of clearest radiance hovering over thee. 

And voices from thy shadows have gone forth 

Whose echoes never die, but far adown 

The endless chasm of unnumbered years 

Reverberate forever. So alive 

Are God's unfailing principles of good. 

And now thy race is run — fulfilled the time 
Of thine appointed mission upon earth. 
The laws of change, the spirit of decay. 
Have compassed thee around, and Science now 
Demands a more extended aid than thine. 
Soon will the sounds of animated life, 
The laugh of maiden, and the voice of youth 
Be heard no more in thee. But from thy house 
The sceptre shall not wholly pass away. 



WAVELETS, 35 

May thy successor in all deed and truth' 
Be worthy of thy name — and still uphold 
Thy spotless banner over wisdom's paths. 
Go, crowned with honor to thy latest end. 
Thou shalt not be forgotten, until Time 
Has waved his grasses over all that is ; 
And they who in the present toil and wait, 
Will only grace a legend of the past. 



THE DRIFTING BOAT. 

A steamship from Boston, bound to Charleston, S. C, when oppo- 
site Atlantic City, picked up twenty miles out at sea, a small sail-boat, 
containing fish, evidently freshly caught, and some empty whiskey 
flasks. 

fl WHAT a tale is thine, frail bark ! 
^ O, what a tale is thine ! 
Like ocean's waters, deep and dark. 
Or earth's nnfathomed mine. 
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How gaily on this autumn morn, 

Was spread thy snowy sail, 
Upon the placid waves outborne 

By gently favoring gale. 

Perchance in thee the mirthful song, 
And pleasant jest were heard. 

As lightly sped thy form along 
Like flight of winged bird. 

And still the sea is calm and fair. 

The mirror of the sky — 
No whirlwind moves the startled air, 

No darkening cloud is nigh. 

No treacherous shoal or hidden rock. 
Beneath thy track was thrown, 

And yet unharmed by storm or shock 
Thou ridest here — alone. 

Where are the hands that furled thy sail. 

And cast the baited line, 
To lure from 'mong the seaweed pale 

These dwellers of the brine ? 
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Alas ! the empty flasks that lie 

Exposed within thy hold, 
In mournful eloquence reply, 

And thy sad tale unfold. 

Chant wailingly your dirges now, 

O, billows of the sea, 
For they who passed to death below 

Were lost in revelry. 

Perhaps a mother waits her son 

On yonder peaceful shore, • 
Or watches wife and little one 

For him who comes no more. 

The hearts will ache with ^^hope deferred," 

The eyes with tears grow dim. 
And consolation's pool be stirred 

In vain, alas ! for him. 

O, deadly blight, that kills alike 

The life and soul of man — 
The cravings of whose appetite 

The flames of misery fan. 
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And over all our favored land 
There broods this fearful curse ; 

The tracing of the Mystic hand 
At Babylon gave no worse. 

The blighted homes, the ruined lives, 

The wailings of despair 
From hopeless and neglected wives 

Are round us everywhere. 

The helpless children's cry goes up 
Thro' hunger, want, and cold. 

That nevermore the maddening cup 
To manhood's lips we hold. 

All haste the day no drop distils 
From out the ripened grain — 

The blessing of the vine clad hills 
Be never found a bane. 

Then labor for the coming good. 
The way seems dark and far, 

But clear beyond the gloom of night 
Behold the dawning star. 
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WILD ROSES IN AUTUMN. 

§ BUNCH of wild roses this morning was 
brought me, 
Fresh from the meadow-land, blooming and 
bright, 
O, long be remembered the lesson they taught me, 
Crowning the year with their fragrance and 
light. 

Braving the frost that has blasted the valley, 
Undaunted by winds that are blighting and 
' chill. 
Alluring the sunbeams of autumn to dally 

'Mid blossoms that speak of the summer-tyne 
still. 

And deeper the blush that their petals are wearing. 
And richer the green with its edging of bronze. 

Than ever by wayside the hedges were bearing 
In air that to sultrier season belongs. 
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Thus, when the cold frost of adversity holdeth 
In crystallized clasping our brightest of hopes, 

When bitter the grief that the sad heart enfoldeth. 
As through the dark night-time of sorrow it 
gropes. 

Oh ! then may the holier instincts awaken 
And open their buds in the fullest of bloom, 

And graces and virtues by ruder winds shaken, 
Spread only the wider their breath of perfume. 

And rare be the tint to the spirit flower given. 
Far brighter than days of prosperity show, 

A radiance caught from the glory of Heaven, 
To lighten the path of the pilgrim below. 



OFF TO SCHOOL. 

<i<^ iflH ! mother, where is my satchel? 
^ I left it just here, I know, 
Why don't things stay where I put them ? 
It bothers a body so. 
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Oh ! now I remember I tossed it 

Last evening down by the gate, 
When Steve came along in the wagon, 

And I called, but he wouldn't wait." 

*^ And mother, I need a new pencil," 

Another hastened to say, 
'^ For mine is too short for drawing. 
And this is our drawing day." 

^* Look, mother, this must be mended," 

Chimed in the voice of a third, 
*' I'm sure I was ever so careful, 

'Tis strange how it could have occurred. 

I only was climbing the arbor 
To reach to the red-berry tree — 

An ugly old nail must have been there 
And torn this big hole — just see — 

I'm sorry I did it, dear mother. 
And reall}'' I do not see how — 

4 



42 IV A VELETS, 

Please hurry and sew it up quickly, 
It is time we were going right now." 

^^ Now, where are my mittens, I wonder," 

^^ Is our dinner all ready to take ?" 
/^ We'll have to run swift as the wild deer, 
I'm certain we're dreadfully late. 

And mother wont give us no 'senses, 
' You might have been ready,' she'll say"— 
'' I hope it will snow by to-morrow. 
It is getting all cloudy to-day. 

And then we'll go sledding and sleighing, 
And have just the jolliest fun." 
^^Now kiss us farewell, mother darling, 
And now for the race we must run." 

And away the trio went bounding. 
Fresh as the crisp morning air. 

Their young lives sheltered from sorrow. 
Untouched by the breathings of care. 
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And half with relief at the exit, 

And half with a sigh of regret, 
I turned to the duties before me 

That waited my coming ; and yet 

All day the wing of thought followed 
The three that were out from my side. 

With feelings that only a mother 
May know in her breast to abide. 

A feeling so helpless to guide them 

In safety over the way 
That leads from the morning of childhood 

To the light of maturity's day ; 

A longing that not by her falt'ring 

Or halting example, they fall. 
Or stumble along the world's highway. 

When life's earnest school-bell shall call : 

That now as with trusting assurance 
Their needs in her ear are outpoured. 

May the same loving confidence lead them 
To the feet of their Saviour and Lord. 



44 JVA VEL E TS. 

REMINISCENCE 

On revisiting Westtown — Alumni Meeting, 1886. 

pDELY varied are the pictures that the hand 
of memory brings ; 
O'er the outline and the shading mellowed is the 

light she flings, 
Scenes replete with vanished pleasures, or intensely 

tinged with pain. 
On her soft illumined canvas gather into form 

again. 
But upon each darker shadow by some grief or 

trouble cast, 
She has woven Time's frail mosses into garlands 

of the past, 
Till we only see the beauty, and in retrospect be- 
hold. 
In their radiant intermingling, nothing but the 

green and gold. 

Thus around our Alma Mater cluster only memo- 
ries bright ; 
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Visions of our joys and triumphs leap before us 

into light. 
Thro' these halls our feet have bounded with a 

freer step than now, 
Ere a shade of care had rested even lightly on the 

brow. 
Now with visage marked and graver and a statelier 

tread we come, 
And, as exiled wanderer nearing once again his 

childhood's home, 
Sees the old familiar landmarks that were his in 

days gone by. 
Even notes the same blue swallows wheeling 

'gainst his sunset sky. 
So to us from nook and passage warm associations 

spring ; 
Here we pressed the flowers of summer, there we 

made the echoes ring 
With our concert strains from Cowper, or the 

deep ''Night Thoughts" of Young, 
Or with themes that later poets in their inspira- 
tion sung. 
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Here the wondrous truths of Science flashed in 

scintillations bright ; 
Youthful judgment woke to action, reason scaled 

a loftier height ; 
History sent her quiet message moving on with 

muffled oars, 
Or, like waves from distant climate breaking 

gently on our shores ; 
Literature with voice enchanting wooed us to her 

presence long. 
And we drank in draughts of pleasure from the 

fount of English song. 

And this room where rays of sunlight streamed 

throughout the livelong day. 
Holds a talismanic record that no time can wear 

away — 
And a presence comes before us like the spirit of 

the place — 
Can it be of her no longer here is left a sign or 

trace ? 
She whose being seemed engrafted in the very 

walks and trees — 



WAVELETS, 4:1 

With a nature strong and earnest, varied in its 
sympathies — 

She who taught one generation till another took 

its place — 
In the daughters traced the mothers with their 

olden girlish grace : 
Feared by some, by all respected, and by many 

a heart beloved, 
Round the cycles of her duty quietly her life has 

moved. 
Now, while green the grass is growing on her 

resting place of earth, 
Classmates, owe we not this tribute to her memory 

and worth ? 

Here we gathered morn and even, where was read 

the sacred Book, 
And we felt a calm rebuking often with the inward 

look. 
Now have vanished all these readers, glided to the 

spirit land. 
All their toil and labor ended, meekly folded 

every hand. 
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But we trust the seed they scattered has in fruit- 
ful soil been sown, 

Yet to yield abundant harvest when the grain is 
ripe and grown. 

And another form arises, home of bright and gen- 
ial soul, 

Whence the waves of joy and gladness seemed 
unceasingly to roll. 

Though the tones of outward nature never reached 
his closed ear, 

Surely sympathies celestial must have sounded 
sweet and clear. 

And one morning when the angel to him whis- 
pered softly ^' Come," 

What a glorious translation was his sudden sum- 
mons home. 

So to us the air is laden with the odors of decay. 
They have gone, and soon the dwelling where they 

lived shall pass away. 
Soon alone in scene and story will this hallowed 

precinct rise. 



f - -* 
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Like an aged pilgrim, bowing with the weight of 

years, it dies, 
And the tales that shall be spoken in remembrance 

of its prime. 
Will be to our listening children legends of the 

olden time. 

Thus the new is ever pressing on the footsteps of 
the old— 

Gracefully the sapling rises from the gnarled 
oak's fallen mold. 

But though parlor, hall and chamber never wel- 
come us again, 

Still the walk, the grove and forest their long 
cherished haunts retain. 

Many an evening when the sparrow sought his 
thick and sheltering vines, 

Did we listen to the rhythm of the wind among 
the pines ; 

Till we felt our natures thrilling as the Master 
touched the keys, 
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Sending thro' the minds' vibrations all its subtle 
harmonies. 

O, the budding dreams and visions hope has nur- 
tured without tears, — 

Have they blossomed, have they fruited, thro' the 
passage of the years ? 

Life is not a restless ocean where the billows foam 
and curl. 

Closing after every vessel with a fierce and angry 
whirl, 

But a highway worn and trodden, where our foot- 
prints can be seen. 

Leaving firm and lasting impress, long to tell 
where they have been. 

If we ever feel we're making straight the steps 
unto our feet. 

Trace we not a holy influence backward to this 
calm retreat ? 

Owning that the dew of Heaven rests upon the 
favored spot, 

Grateful that with its Alumni Providence has 
cast our lot ? 
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AN EVENING RETROSPECT. 

f SAT in the hour of evening, 
^ As the sunlight faded away, 
And over the emerald landscape 
Drooped twilight's wing of gray. 

All sadly the spirit pondered 

The day just gone for aye. 
From action, and deed, and motive. 

Clearing the mist away. 

^' Father, alas !" came swelling 

Up from the burdened heart, 
^' I feel that in Thine approval 

My day can have borne no part. 

I see how the blighting errors 

Have dotted the passing hours — 
The weeds that these hands have scattered 

In place of the blooming flowers ; 

The lack of a patient spirit, 
The need of a gentler tone : 
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The frown on the face of childhood 
Reflected only my own. 

Why was the soul unwatchful ? 

When surely it longs to be 
Found in the way that draweth 

Nearer and nearer Thee. 

But only in inward stillness, 
Prayerful, calm and deep, 

Gathers the strength to conquer, — 
Our vigils the might to keep. 

The diamond of purest water 
Is formed in the secret cave, 

The pearl in its shell lies purely 
Far 'neath the ocean wave ; 

The seed into life is nourished 

Under the quiet mold ; 
The voice that spake to Elijah, 

Speaks ' stilV and ' small' as of old ; 

Great deeds in the calm are nurtured ; 
But where is a mother's time 
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To steal away in the silence, 
And wait in the hush sublime ? 

All day the abounding duties 

Demand her at every turn, 
The needs that to her are reaching, 

The wants that she may not spurn, 

When night has ushered the darkness. 

Tired nature demands repose, 
And the little one's waking prattle 

Is near when her eyes unclose.'' 

Was it a troubled fancy. 

Born of an aching thought ? 
Or, was a picture of dreamland 

Now to my vision brought ? 

The room grew close in its stillness 
The silence savored of death — 

The air that rustled the woodbine 
Seemed even to hold its breath. 

No books in disorder were lying. 
Left by a careless hand. 
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No hat was tossed in the corner, 
No dolly laid on the stand. 

No prints of the busy fingers 
Were marring the window pane, 

No restless feet on the carpet 
Brought even a spot or stain. 

And no voice called unto ^' Mother," 
I thought, thro' the longest day. 

And oh ! no soft arms twined her 
In their loving and trustful way. 

A voice spake clear to my hearing. 

Measured, solemn and low, 
*^ Here is thy time and thy leisure, 
Art nearer to Heaven now ?'' 

But still the yearning and longing. 
The spirit of grave unrest, 

The knowledge of great shortcoming. 
Moved in the anxious breast. 

The void and the sorrowful quiet. 
Seemed but an added bar 
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To keep the soul from its moorings, 
The haven of peace afar. 

But here a chorus of voices 

Broke on the waking dream, 
And fresh from their walk in the woodland 

Thro' evening's purpling gleam, 

Came rushing the eager children, 

Laden with fern and flower, 
And into my lap the trophies 

Fell like a forest shower. 

The tender buds of the greenwood 

Were held as a precious store, 
While the buttercups and the daisies 

The tiniest hand upbore. 

And bending above their treasures 

With tears that would not stay, 
How bounteous seemed the mercy 

That had taken not mine away. 
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And long the impressive lesson 
Fain wonld my heart enshrine, 

To lay no more on snrronndings 
The blame that alone is mine. 



A PICTURE. 

JIMHEN, years agone, onr country roused to claim 
IHH The homage due her century of fame, 
And from afar the nations of the earth 
Poured kindly greetings with their treasures forth. 
As one day wandering thro' ^* Memorial Hall," 
Letting brief glances on each painting fall. 
Viewing but lightly, with no critic's eye. 
Works that would seem with nature's self to vie, 
I found my gaze arrested and delayed, 
IndiiBference broken, and my footsteps stayed 
Before a picture I can ne'er forget, 
Whose form and grouping lingers with me yet. 
Perchance in merit it would scarce compare 
With many another bright conception there. 
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But long it held me with a potent spell, 
While dropping minutes in Time's hour-glass fell ; 
And, passing on, my steps again returned 
To where those colors on the canvas burned. 
Small need there seemed to read its title o'er — 
^' The foolish virgins at the fast shut door" — 
So vividly was every thought portrayed, 
So faithfully each feeling was conveyed. 
'Twas not the wild abandonment of grief, 
That in expression finds a sad relief, 
But fixed and deep, unutterable despair. 
Anguish and horror, all were blended there. 
A fallen lamp that from a nerveless hand. 
Whose power the will no longer could command, 
Propt idly down, while on the threshold stone 
The bearer's form in agony was thrown. 

In many a way, and oft unthought-of hour 
The heart is smitten by a secret Power, 
Warned that the fervor of its love grows cold. 
Led to renew the covenants of old. 
Roused from the slumbering restfulness of ease. 
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Whose dreamy hope — life's greatest phantom,- 

flees. 
And thro' the brief remainder of that day, 
Close as a shadow did this memory stay — 
Whatever the scene, there rose mine eyes before, 
Those foolish virgins at that fast shut door ; 
The awful danger that the midnight cry 
Find our lamps empty and our vessels dry ; 
That on our ears the fatal language fall, 
*' I know you not,'' when at the door we call ; 
Alone was pressing upon mind and heart, 
Freshly awakened by the painter's art. 
Though almost sacrilege the daring seems. 
That from such subjects chooses out its themes, 
Yet He who ruleth over and above, 
In faultless wisdom, and in purest love. 
Can make the puny purposes of man 
Subservient ever to his holier plan. 
And even now I never read or hear _ 
That parable, so beautiful and clear, 
Told to the twelve by Him, their joy and pride. 
Beyond Jerusalem on the mountaiurside. 
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Without a shudder at the doom that waits 
The lamp unlighted at the Golden Gates, 
As mental vision greeteth o'er and o'er 
Those foolish virgins at that fast shut door. 



WESTTOWN ALUMNI 

1888 

fHERE runs an old legend that far on the ocean 
Is lying an island of verdure and balm, 
Where only a zephyr v^ith softest of motion 
Is breaking the peace of the tropical calm. 

And deep in the heart of a valley enchanted, 
Should slumber encradle the loiterer there. 

He wakens in alien regions transplanted, 
'Mid scenes unfamiliar, yet passingly fair. 

A feeling akin to this ancient tradition, 

Methought, might have stirred in our spirits to- 
day — 
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Have we slept ? Are we waking ? This seeming 
transition 
So holdeth the mind in its magical sway. 

Can these be the halls of our dear Alma Mater ? 

Whose memory ever we honor and bless ! 
The passage of time is but rendering greater 

The warmth that we cherish, the love we pos- 
sess. 

Make a gash on the trunk of a tree that is grow- 
ing— 

The bark will encircle it ring upon ring, 
Till at last there is never a trace of it showing, 

But the mark still is there, an indelible thing. 

And thus, if the cares that are ever encrusting, 
The moss of events, and the lichens of years, 
Be cleared from our lives, as a shield from its rust- 

How brightly her name there engraven appears. 

All spacious and vast is her wide-winged expan- 
sion. 
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Her portal and arches are loftier grown, 
In buoyance replacing the lowlier mansion, 
The earlier days of our lifetime have known. 

While we proudly acknowledge this fairer creation. 
Exult in the present, and joy in the new, 

'We still must proclaim with a fond iteration. 
To the past and the old, we are loyal and true. 

There are faces and forms we can summon before 
us. 
With a touch of the wands that our memories 
hold, 
Whose care and whose influence once was felt 
o'er us, 
Now vanished and gone like a tale that is told. 

You have watched the swift billows succeeding each 
other. 

As shoreward they thunder in wave upon wave — 
One softly sinks down, and on rushes another. 

Foam-crested and strong to the same quiet grave. 
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So the life that is now in its strength and its glory 
Is pressing in might on the life that has been — 

Soon both will be only remembered in story, 
As the tide beareth on to the deeper unseen. 

'Tis meet that our lives should be ever advancing, 
In a world that is teeming with progress and- 
change, 
The loud cry of '^ onward," our speed is enhanc- 
ing— 
A bird sings the sweeter the wider its range. 

In mazes of light do earth's oracles blind us — 
We move, as it were, in the zenith of time, 

With the gloom of the ages far stretching behind 
us, 
Before, the sweet bells of new centuries chime. 

But how have we fared in life's great variations. 
Since passing from hence full of gladness and 
trust ? 

Are the host of these pleasing, immense alterations 
As symbols and types of the changes in ms"^ 
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Have our natures to grander proportions been grow- 
ing ? 
Have we deepened in spirit and broadened in 
power ?, 
Has the bud that aforetime was just in its blowing 
Expanded and bloomed to perfection in flower ? 

Ah ! well do I know how the voices will falter, 
In answering ** yes" unto queries like these ! 

Too often we've bowed before Baal's wide altar, 
To the God of Elijah not bended the knees. 

Yet many the lessons the years have been teach- 
ing— 

The school of the world is a levelling thing — 
'Tis grandeur of character, noble, outreaching. 

Alone can exalt, and true precedence bring. 

We have learned of a truth what the Poet hath 
told us, 
That " earnest" and '' real " is the life that we 
live. 
Known the mists in the valley of sorrow enfold us, 
And the mountains of Hope their glad vistas to 
give. 
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But precepts implanted, here strengthened and 
nourished, 
Perchance have been more than the wisdom of 
seers. 
If haply the bloom of contentment has flourished, 
And the silence of trust calmed the raging of 
fears. 

A heritage rich unto us has been given. 

Purchased and sealed by the blood of our sires, 
Principles pure, from earth's elements riven. 
Glowing, eternal, the Truth's beacon fires. 

Let us uphold them ! And not in name only — 
In deed and in power may their virtue be known. 

Is the road rough and thorny — the narrow path 
lonely ? 
Remember it leads to the steps of the Throne. 

And He who has trodden the wine press before us, 
Is near to His own, and His mercy unbars 

The way that will lead to his infinite chorus. 
That glorious anthem, the song of the stars. 
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CHILDISH TOUCHES. 
|EARY and worn, a mother 
Lay when the snn was low, 
With the lines of care engraven 
Deep on her aching brow. 

Near her a childish figure, 

Busy with doll and toy. 
Prattled in infant pleasure. 

Laughed in her artless joy. 

Till leaving all her treasures 

On carpet scattered wide, 
The fair head nestled sweetly 

The mother's form beside. 

And o'er her cheek and forehead 

The tiny hand was drawn 
With touch as soft as loving 

And voice like cooing song. 

But slowly a look of wonder 

Rose in the soul-lit eyes. 
Where scarcely the light had faded, 

Caught from their native skies. 



66 WAVELETS. 

And her gaze was fixed intently 

Over the eyebrow's arch, 
While the lisping query faltered, 
'* Mamma, what for dese marks ?" 

There is eloquence warm and glowing, 

Oft on the gifted tongue ; 
We may read with eyes o'er flowing 

Songs that the bards have sung. 

There are tones that can sway the hearer 
As leaves in autumnal blast. 

And powers that can form the spirit, 
As metal in mould is cast. 

But at times these delicate touches 

Press on a hidden spring, 
Opening wider the heart-valves, 

Sounding the secret string. 

Long may it be 'ere the meaning 
Cometh, dear child, to thee — 

When thou of thy knowledge can answer 
Why should these furrows be. 
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Yet if by wearisome pathways, 
Chastenings grievous and long, 

The Saviour designeth to draw thee 
Into his numberless throng, 

We would not take from the sorrow, 

Nor lessen the lines of care, 
Since trials of Heaven's disposing • 

Will all be unfolded there. 



AN ^^ AMENDMENT" APPEAL. 

Written previous to the taking of a vote to prohibit the manu- 
facture and sale of intoxicating liquors in the State 
of Pennsylvania in 1889. 

fROTHERS, arouse ! and acquit you as men. 
In this favored, this beautiful country of Penn I 
Cast the demon away that is blighting our homes, 
'Ere the hand on the wall, with its writing becomes 
Plain as of old, when the revels did ring 
In the banqueting halls of the Chaldean king. 
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We are nearing a "time in our history's course, 
That will act on the future with infinite force ; 
A spot where two ways in our progress are met ; 
The one leading down without hindrance or let, 
The other points up to the clearest of light — 
Oh ! choose you, my brothers, the best and the 
right. 

From alleys and dens that are reeking with sin. 

With squalor and wretchedness teeming within. 

To the mansions of wealth, where, in desolate pride, 

Mothers and wives in their misery hide. 

There issues a cry — O, must it be vain ? 

To wipe from our country's escutcheon this stain. 

Must the wail of the children in hunger and need, 
To our common humanity hopelessly plead ? 
Shall the sigh and the groan that in anguish are 

stirred 
From hearts that are breaking, be lost and un- 
heard ? 
Oh ! roll the night cloud of their sorrow away. 
And herald the dawn of the incoming day. 
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Art thou strong in the might of thy manhood to 

stand 
Firm as the adamant rock of our land, 

When the waves of temptation shall surge and 

assail, 

And its elements gather their heaviest gale ? 

Then pity the weak, who, willow-like sway. 

And hurl from his vision this tempter away. 

Can we hope by exalting this monster to bind ? 
Making vice more alluring, the dram more refined ? 
Shall we cover the mouth of the yawning abyss 
With arches of flowers and deceptions of bliss ? 
Bedecking the highway of ruin and woe. 
With charms and enchantments, with glitter and 
glow ? 

The hour is upon us ! Arise at the call. 
And strengthen the hands that are ready to fall. 
Where the waters of Erie loom peaceful and wide. 
To the ripples that sparkle on Delaware's tide. 
With outstretching hands we are pleading to you. 
To your firesides, my brothers, to Heaven be true. 
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He, who hath a ^' way in the whirlwind and storm," 
Forever hath moved on the waves of reform. 
He ruleth o'er all, though the way may seem long, 
'Ere the outburst of Miriam's triumphant song. 
Then pray for his Spirit to guide you aright, 
And hasten the day of his knowledge and light. 



BACK UNTO BETHEL. 
iBACK unto Bethel, it is well to wander, 
^ Where the fresh beauty of our morning lies. 
Where the glad sunlight of the spirit's dawning 

First woke to radiance the soul's dark skies ; 
And drops more grateful than the dews of Hermon, 

Or those that gathered upon Zion's mounts. 
Poured, in their crystal and anointing clearness 
From life' pure founts. 

Back unto Bethel when our way is darkened, 
And thro' the shadow we can find no light. 

Our guidance lost and thickly round us closing 
Doubt's misty circle, and despair's black night ; 
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If hitherward our fearful steps are turning, 

Perchance the cloud may glow with rainbow 
dyes, 
And we behold the ladder of the angels 
To Heaven rise. 

Back unto Bethel when the waves of Jordan 
Seem swelling deeper than the soul can dare. 

And faith is weak that ever from its billows 
We shall the rich stones of memorial bear ; 

Oh ! strength and courage may afresh be given, 
If fondly here we dwell a little space, 

And breathe the air whose fragrance is surrounding 
This trysting place. 

Back unto Bethel when our feet are straying 
Far from the pathway leading unto peace, 

When cumbering care has been our steps delaying. 
And earthly pleasures yielded their increase, 

Let us return and mourn the promise broken. 
Bind up the covenant, renew our vow. 

And He who stands the same forgiving Saviour 
May meet us now. 
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THE WIND SWEPT TREES. 

tLL day the voice of the west-wind 
Sounded a clarion shrill, 
Up from the throat of the valley, 
Over the rock-crowned hill. 

Gaily the shadow and sunshine 
Danced on the meadow-grass, 

Blithely the wild flower nodded, 
Where the tinkling waters pass. 

Out from the open window 

I gazed on a group of trees. 
That swayed, and quivered, and bended, 

To the breath of the autumn breeze. 

Surging and moaning and tossing 
As the swell of the gale grew strong. 

The leaves in the eddies upturning. 
With the note of a whispered song. 
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Yet one in the sheltering centre, 

Stood motionless, straight, and calm, 

As though to the bright sky lifted 
In a tropical isle of balm. 

The strain of aeolian music 

There died to the softest sigh. 
The turbulent stir and commotion 

Like a far oflF dream went by. 

All gracefully rose the branches 

Up to the sapphire wall, 
No twist or gnarl in their arching, 

Symmetrical, smooth, and tall. 

Yet they tell me the strongest timber 
Is found in the storm-beat trees. 

That endurance, firmness, and beauty 
Belong to the grain of these. 

The wood that is pliant and tender. 

The depths of the forest yield ; 

But the hard and the fine are growing 

On its edge, or the open field. 
6 
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Can it be that the soul is stronger 
That has bowed to the blasts of time, 

Than the one that ever is upright 
In a shielded serener clime ? 

When the heart in a fierce temptation 
Shivers and sways and bends, 

Does it gather a power and a vigor 
No quiet and calmness lends ? 

Does the hour of a bleak exposure 

To elements wild and chill. 
Give courage more earnest and dauntless, 

More firmness of mind and will ? 

Can the blemish of knot and of wrinkle. 
The scarrings of guilt and sin. 

In the hand of a skillful Master, 
The praises of beauty win ? 

Thus a comfort comes to the spirit. 
At thought that its wanderings wide 

Can even be changed into blessing 
At the feet of the Crucified. 
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A THRENODY. 

IN MEMORY OF J. S. 

tOWLY we bow in the depth of our mourning ; 
Hushed into silence the questioning thought ; 
When He formeth a jewel of priceless adorning, 
Shall we dare to repine that for Heaven 'twas 
w^rought ? 

Vainly the line of our human discerning 
Falls thro' the deeps of the Infinite sea — 

Only to us in our sorrow and yearning, 
The triumph of faith consolation can be. 

Yet, chastened and stricken, we can but deplore 
him ; 
(The Saviour had wept at the tomb of his friend,) 
So fondly we thought a long future before him, 
'Ere the cord should be loosed and life's pil- 
grimage end. 

And we dreamed that his voice in its rich modula- 
tions. 
All glowing with fervency, pathos, and power, 
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Might swell and resound with its pure inspirations, 
Afar past the century's fast closing hour. 

The thought is dispelled, and the dream has been 
broken, — 
A truer than ours was the Hand on the helm ; 
And softly his bark, when the mandate was spoken. 
Reached the haven of Peace in the Beautiful 
Realm. 

Not waiting till nature grows weary and wasted. 
And the/^ grasshopper's," weight is a '^ burden" 
alone, 

But now, in the prime of his manhood, he hasted, 
And the warfare is over, the victory won. 

Though the ways of the church seem bereft and 
forsaken, 
When the strong and the valiant are torn from 
her side. 
And Israel's fold to its centre is shaken. 

When the faithful are borne on eternity's tide ; 
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Yet He who remembers the needs of our Zion, 
Can raise and anoint from her ashes anew, 

Those who will shine like the ^' bands of Orion/' 
In her firmament fixed, to her righteousness 
true. 

May all we have known of the loved and departed 
Devote us afresh to the cause of his Lord, 

Incline our allegiance, unswerving, whole-hearted, 
To the Saviour he worshipped, the God he 
adored. 



A NORSE LEGEND. 
|F the land of Thor and Odin, with its store of 
Runic rhyme. 
Once I heard this olden saga told of that barbaric 

clime. 
When the Norseman roved the mountain, and the 

Viking sailed the sea, 
And the shades of the Walhalla held their crown- 
ing destiny ; 
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On the waters of the Baltic, in the dusk of even- 
tide, 

Rose an island fair and verdant, with expanse of 
forest wide ; 

But before the morning sunlight glimmered on 
the crested wave, 

Gone was island, cliff and woodland, vanished to 
some ocean cave. 

Nightly rose the dreamy vision, with its star and 
moonlit shore. 

Where no human voice had echoed, that had heard 
no plash of oar ; 

Yet 'twas told by seer and prophet, that whene'er 
some daring one. 

In the silence of the midnight, in the darkness 
and alone. 

Should draw near those sylvan shadows, moor his 
bark upon that strand. 

Light a fire thereon, thereafter 'twould be firm es- 
tablished land. 

Long the Scandinavians waited 'ere that dauntless 
spirit came. 
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That would brave the unknown danger, raise the 

bright nocturnal flame. 
But at last a venturous chieftain boldly sought 

that floating coast, 
Lit the firebrand blazing skyward, banishing its 

weirdly host ; 
And the spot was stayed and settled ; soon with 

vessels thronged the bay. 
And the island. we call Gotland fixed till earth 

dissolves away. 
Strangely came this myth or legend into thought 

and mind to-day, 
And it seemed in much expressive of the spirit's 

state and way. 
Though the soul the natural graces may in bril- 
liancy adorn. 
For not wholly lost in Eden was the image it had 

worn,. 
All is vague, unstable, drifting, clouded in its 

every part. 
Till the fire of God is kindled on the altar of the 

heart. 
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As that flame careering upward breaks upon its 

gloomy night, 
With the smoke of sacrifices circling high before 

the light, 
Into shape the wavering phantoms then material- 
ize to view ; 
What was shadow rises substance ; falser hopes 

give place to true. 
For the burning still consumeth all that is impure 

away, 
And the life so fixed and centered flees no more 

the light of day ; 
But the holy virtues crowd it, gracious deed and 

gentle word. 
He ^* who setteth fast the mountains," is its Ruler, 

Chief and Lord. 



THE SWEET-BRIER ROSE. 
READ of the '' old fashioned garden," 
Where our grandmother's pleasures were cast, 
And it seemed like a vision of childhood, 



WAVELETS. 81 

A breath from the land of the past. 
But I missed from the list of its treasures 

A plant whose aromas enclose 
The dearest of flower-haunted mem'ries — 

The beautiful sweet-brier rose. 

It grew by the doorway and window, 

In spicy festoonings of green, 
Thro' its lace-work of nature, the sunlight 

Stamped many a picture and scene. 
The breeze of the earliest morning, 

The zephyrs which lulled to repose. 
Alike were ingrafted and laden 

With the scent of the sweet-brier rose. 

A face that has vanished forever. 

Its leaves and its petals has pressed 
With joy and delight at their fragrance, — 

O, memory purest and best ! 
How the lashes grow moist on the eyelids. 

At thoughts that arise and disclose. 
As clearly the heart is recalling 

Her love for the sweet-brier rose. 
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Now vainly o'er archway and turret, 

By oriel window and tower, 
On lawn and in garden, our glances 

Are seeking this olden-time flower. 
Long years have dropped down into silence, 

Since last to my gaze it unclosed ; 
Oh ! would that once more I might gather 

A spray of the sweet-brier rose. 



VALEDICTORY FOR WESTTOWN GRADU- 
ATES-CLASS 1891. 
^^S stood the early colonist, when first 
^ He pressed the margin of this unknown coast, 
And stream and forest on his vision burst, 

Strange sights and sounds in an unnumbered 
host. 
And mixed emotions thro' his bosom tossed. 

The foe in ambush waking fear and dread. 
But strong resolve and daring ruling most. 
While on his senses like a bright charm shed 
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The New World's teeming wonders, beaconed, 
lured, and led ; 

So we are standing, where the voyage ends 

Performed in lightness o'er a sunny sea ; 
Earth's exhalation with the wave mist blends, 

And sterner features mark the path to be ; 
And though we shrink at thought of life's decree 

That unseen dangers lurk on every hand, 
Yet youthful hope all fetterless and free 

In triumph glad dispels the spectral band, 
And bids go bravely forward and possess the land. 

What varied possibilities in life 

Are woven with our horoscopes to-day, 
As with fresh buoyancy of spirit rife, 

We picture conquest in the opening way ; 
The victor's garland of the fadeless bay. 

In earth's encountered avenues, appears 
As waiting on each brow its crown to lay : 

And evanescent are our doubts and fears 
While falls the plummet down the long eventful 
years. 



84 WAVELETS. 

The hall of council 'neath the frescoed dome — 

The golden paths to which the age incites — 
The sheltered precinct of the quiet home — 

Alike our coming destiny invites. 
And some may mount unto Parnassian heights, 

And quench their thirsting at Castalian springs ; 
Or, soaring upward into loftier flights. 

Lead in the van that reformation brings. 
And plume in purer airs the soul's immortal wings. 

Oh ! if we find throughout these still decades. 

Expectant fruits are ashes on the taste. 
Find pleasant ways have yet their darkling shades, 

Our angels human, and our diamonds paste ; 
When fame's bright bubble shall dissolve in haste, 

And cherished plans seem vanishing afar, 
Then gazing round us on Time's barren waste. 

May Memory's hand her silver gates unbar 
And our dear Alma Mater shine as shines the 
morning star. 

At her fond side the pedestal is raised 

On which the structure of our lives to rear. 
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And unto you who've been our more than aids 
In building firm and well the basis here, 

Whose thoughtful care shall blend with our career, 
Accept our grateful thanks ; nor these alone. 

But likewise hopes unfeigned that in each sphere 
We yet may chisel from the unhewn stone 

A worthy temple you will not blush to own. 

And may the holiest influence impress 

And linger with us whatsoe'er betide, 
That only Truth can elevate and bless. 

And noble deeds with secret prayer bide. 
That if we follow the unerring Guide, 

'Twill safely lead us thro' this changing scene, 
Give joy and gladness, and the rest beside 

The peaceful waters, and in pastures green. 
And crown with bliss eternal, celestial and serene. 

Farewell ! not sadly do we breathe the word, 
But in the fullest confidence and trust — 

These parting feelings, unexpressed or heard. 
Uplift our natures from the sordid dust — 
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A deeper meaning stirs beneath the crust 

Of outward form, and like a sweet-toned bell, 

The lingering voices, falling as they must, 
Down the heart caverns undulate and swell 

In echoes tender, clear, farewell, farewell, farewell. 



WINTER OF '91 AND '92. 

|HEN yonder crescent dropping down the sky. 
Shall cast her waning light upon the earth. 
Almost our winter will have drifted by 
A;id Spring have birth. 

Oh ! sad, sad Winter ! thou hast 'graved thy name 

In dark-hued letters on the scroll of years — 
The pen that writes the record of thy fame 
Is dipped in tears. 

The winds that murmur thro' the pines to-night, 

Are fitting dirge and requiem for thee — 
With wail and moan, with shadow and with blight 
Thy moments flee. 
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Thy spell has brooded over roof and dome, 

And hearts have trembled nearer and afar, 
Alike in palace and in lowliest home 
Thy mourners are. 

The land is heaving with the broken turf. 

Where forms we loved are lying cold and still, . 
Their olden places midst the walks of earth 
No more to fill. 

Thou hast thy mission Winter stern and drear — 

Thy voice of warning in affliction's sigh 
Comes like a message to the inward ear 
From the Most High. 

He sent thee forth in ever-pitying love. 

To rouse from slumber a reposing world. 
His righteous banner, fresh inscribed above. 
To bear unfurled; 

And must thy ministry unheeded fall ? 

Will we not learn the lesson and be wise ? 
With full submission yielding to his call, 
• In newness rise ? 
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Go to thy rest in chambers of the past, 

With the unchanging record of our lives, 
The deathless past that the Archangel's blast 
Alone survives. 



ODE TO WHITTIER. 

f^ STRAIN is hushed upon New England hills, 
^^ The heart of Nature, with our own bereaved ; 
There comes a murmur from her pines and rills, 
As though they grieved. 

O Bard beloved ! A nation's tears must flow 

In living sorrow for thy spirit gone : 
Above thy tomb the fair and sable brow 
Shall bend*as one. 

No more thy song its clarion note shall sound 

In faithful warning to thy brother man. 
That truth and justice form the mete and bound 
Of life's great plan ; 
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That wrong can never covenant with Right, 

Nor power endure that from oppression springs, 
That love and mercy honor and delight 
The King of kings. 

And nevermore from out thy still retreat 

Will come the gentler ripples of thy song. 
Lapsing as wavelets sparkling at the feet 
Our shores along. 

The winter glowing of thy warm hearth fire, 
The summer beauty of thy meadow bloom, 
The blossoming clover, and the glad sweet-brier 
In rich perfume. 

Awoke to melody a soul that loved, 

That conned a lesson in the wayside flowers, 
And throughout Nature felt the pulse that moved 
Her secret poweVs. 

But closer yet thy human heart was laid 

Against the worn and suffering of thy kind : 
Earth's common woe thy tender pity made 
A link to bind. 

7 
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And wide thy Christian charity outspread, 
Beyond the boundary of sect and creed, 
Though simple rites thy humble spirit led. 
And filled thy need. 

Thy words'enduring to all conning time. 

Shall build a glorious monument for thee ; 
The faith that deepens in thy graver rhyme 
its base shall be ; 

And the assurance of thy place on high, 

Above the changing of life's woof and warp. 
Where in thy hand we see with clearest eye 
The golden harp. 

And He who gave thy minstrelsy and kept 

Its strength unweakened past thy green four 
score, ^ 

A home hath given where no tears are wept, 
Forevermore. 
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TO J. E. R. AND S. M. 

Ministers departing on a religious visit to Australia, Tasmania, and 
the Empire of Japan. 

fPEED ye, our brothers, in all your devotion 
To the cause of your God in the isles of the 
ocean. 
Warmly we glow with a heartfelt emotion, 

As thus on our thresholds we bid you adieu ; 
Speed in the work that your Master has given. 
In the power of his might be the Gospel sword 

driven, 
From many sad hearts be the sin-fetters riven, 
Thro' messages borne o'er the waters by you. 

Not now is the pathway encompassed with danger. 
As when the brave '^ Freeling", a storm-beaten 

stranger, 
From island to island became a sea-ranger 

To bear unto thousands the Light of his Word. 
More open and trodden the highway before you. 
No longer unknown is the nation that bore you, 
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The fields with the whiteness of harvest implore 
you 
To gather their sheaves for your crucified Lord. 

His ways are in secret : his promises spoken 
Thro' prophets aforetime, are sure and unbroken — 
We cherish your call as a beautiful token 

His work shall ''revive in the midst of the 
years." 
The Power that on Sinai's mountain descended — 
In flamings of fire upon Carmel attended, 
Has never been shortened, will never be ended. 

But guide thro' the roll of eternity's spheres. 

He goeth before, and the soil is preparing 

To treasure and nurture the seed you are bearing — 

With some the same household of faith you are 

sharing. 
Whose hope in your coming is earnest and 

strong. 
Refreshed be the seasons of waiting and learning, 
Strengthened the souls that are fainting and 

yearning. 
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With burdens laid down, may your joy in returning 
Be as the gladness of Miriam's song. 

Go — may the Infinite Presence attend you — 

By land and by sea cause a host to befriend you — 

From trouble and trial his armor defend you, 

And bring you again to the haven of home, 
©nly in prayer, our spirits, outreaching. 
Can lift unto Heaven their silent beseeching. 
That He who has gifted and blessed with his teach- 
ing 

Will crown in the end when your labor is done. 



OUR COLUMBIA AND THE LIQUOR 
TRAFFIC. 

"Let there be light." 

fACKWARD from the world's great prime. 
Past the centur}^ belts of time. 
Where the changing eras stand, 
Way-marks thro' that vanished land ; 
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Where the flowing thought of old 
Crystallized in giant mould, 
And the pulse of progress thrilled 
With the life her veins had filled — 
Till imagination's light 
Dwells upon that storied night, 
When the cry of '' land'' was heard. 
Startling with its welcome word 
Troubled chief and restless crew ; 
And the dawn disclosed to view. 
Lying on that sea of calm, 
Verdant isle of fronded palm ; 
And the brave undaunted heart, 
Proving true his cherished chart, 
Praise uplifted to the Power 
Who had guided to that hour, 
Bent his knee unto the ground — 
And our western world was found. 

Looking from our height to-day, 
On that moment far away. 
Fraught with destinies so grand. 
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Trace we not the Ruling Hand 

That has shaped the plans of earth 

Since creation's mystic birth ? 

When on chaos and on night 

Broke the words, ^' Let there be light !" 

He who first the secret thought, 

In the Genoese bosom wrought, 

Gave the strong intrepid will, 

Ardor that no check could chill. 

Courage failure fanned the more. 

Patience in exhaustless store ; 

He upheld the wanderer's bark 

On the waters, waste and dark, 

Kept the fearless spirit true. 

Held the beacon star in view, 

On the Old World's shrouded night 

Breathed again, '^ Let there be light !" 

Oh, Thou giver of all good. 
Still reveal Thy fatherhood ! 
Yet inspire the sons of men 
With Thy wisdom once again. 
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Make them dauntless in the right ; 
Girded with Thy strength and might. 
Guide them on the rum cursed deep, 
Whose engulfing billows sweep 
Madly to perdition's grave 
Souls Thy Son hath died to save. 
Lift the shadow from our homes, 
Till this fairer land becomes 
Rosy with the glow of morn. 
And a purer world is born. 
Roll the darkness from our night 
With Thy words, '' Let there be light I'' 



THE BANISHED CRIB. 

|E have banished the crib to the attic, 
Like a broken and useless toy. 
For the youngest born of the household 
Has loomed to a sturdy boy. 
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We are blind to the truth no longer, 
That the baby has gone for aye, 

As we hear from the lawn or the orchard 
The shout of his merry play. 

And note how the feet are untiring 

To follow the livelong day 
Where the steps of his older brothers 

On upland and meadow stray. 

He will fearlessly pluck by the roadside 

The plume of the golden-rod, 
And gather the greenest of mosses 

From the depths of the woodland sod. 

He can. tell where the fishes a*re gliding 

Under the arch of the bridge, 
Where the brightest of pebbles are hiding 

By the brink of the stony ridge. 

He will fondle the colt and its mother 

As they bend to the tiny hand, 
And climb on the rounds of the ladder 

That under the fruit trees stand. 
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So, we've banished the crib to the attic, 
For it seemed like the bars of a cage 

'Gainst which the wings of our fledgling 
Were beating in strength and age. 

But a wrench of the heart it has cost ns. 
For close at the bedside here 

It has stood with its varying burdens 
Full many a vanished year. 

It has sheltered the innocent slumber. 
It has witnessed the fevered flush 

When the air of the darkened chamber 
Was stilled to a breathless hush. • 

All thickly*the memories cluster, 
And the lashes are wet with dew 

As softly out from the silence 
Gather the old and the new. 

Yet trustfully rises the prayer 

That still, though the way be hid, 

The Father will cherish our dreamers 
As when in the banished crib. 



WAVELETS, 99 

OUR POET. h\' I' /V A' 

§ SHADOW fell upon the land, 
By wing of death the air was fanned ; 
A star went out, whose steady ray 
Shone from our opening gates of day. 
A silence brooded all around, 
As ceased that sweet and silver sound, 
Whose echo ever throbs and thrills 
Among the green New England hills. 

O minstrel voice ! We've listened long 
Unto the music of thy song. 
The earliest strains our childhood heard. 
The notes our deeper feelings stirred. 
The words that soothed in sorrow's hour, 
That brought the cheer of bird and flower, 
That taught full many a truth Divine, 
O poet, loved and lost, were thine. 

And we who in accord with thee 
Have worn the same phylactery. 
And found the simplest faith and creed, 

31488B 
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To answer to the inmost need, 

Have felt an earnest glow of pride, 

Thy gift and life have justified. 

Though all the world may claim thy powers, 

We still have loved to call thee ours. 

O, well the dusky brows may bend 
Above the ashes of their friend, 
And well may bow the sons of toil 
Upon the freshly riven soil. 
So closely did thy spirit bind 
The woes and griefs of human kind 
Unto a heart that every groan 
Of others' anguish made its own. 

A love of right, a scorn of wrong 

Grew with thy manhood deep and strong, 

A sense of indignation warm 

Against oppression's crushing arm. 

That with a clearer vision saw 

The beauty of a purer law. 

In every man, howe'er decried, 

A brother for whom Christ hath died. 
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And well to thee was understood 
The charm of nature's varying mood, 
The rhythm of her tuneful tongue 
Thy flowing numbers softly sung. 
The meaning of her secret thought 
Became with thy conceptions wrought, 
And thou, within the sanctum, thus 
Her sweet interpreter to us. 

But most we prize the soul-felt part 
The altar flame upon thy heart. 
The humble trust of depth profound, 
The love that knew no mete nor bound. 
That proved the gift bestowed on thee 
A consecrated one to be. 
Thy crown a sacrifice complete, 
An offering at thy Saviour's feet. 

And whether in thy tender '^ Psalm," 

Or down thy '' River Path " of calm, 

Or in the chastened glow of mirth, 

That glimmers on thy ^'Snowbound" hearth. 

Or in the light '' Our Master " cast. 
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Or fervent hope that breathed ^^ At Last," 
We read alike a Christian's call, 
The faith that underlieth all. 

It matters not thy honored name 
Hath won the meed of deathless fame, 
That scarcely yet the world hath seen 
The fruitage of thy blossoming 
To thee is now fulfilled desire, 
The stringing of the golden lyre, 
To us is left, with comfort rife, 
The benediction of thy life. 



LINES 

Written for a reunion of the Sharpless family, held in a grove and by 
what is known as Sharpless- Rock, near the city of Chester, Dela- 
ware County, Pa. 

|f|jNCE again we fondly gather round the old an- 
^^' cestral spot. 

Children of one common father, heiring all a com- 
mon lot. 



WA VELETS. 103 

Softly in the airs of summer wave the grand old 

forest trees, 
With the same perpetual murmur breathing thro' 

the whispering leaves ; 
Over hill and over meadow, still the joyous sun- 
light falls, 
And the light cloud views its shadow from the 

arching sapphire walls : 
Still the waves of yonder river lapse in quiet, 

peaceful flow. 
With the calm majestic motion of two hundred 

years ago, 
When the white sail of the vessel, bearing to an 

alien strand 
Brothers seeking home and fortune in a strange 

and distant land. 
Furled its pinions in the harbor, and was given 

rest at last 
From the dash of ocean's water and the fury of its 

blast. 
No great steamer ceased its groanings that its 

ponderous wheels might sleep, 



104 IV A VELETS, 

And no cable bore its message thro' the chambers 
of the deep. 

No broad city stretched to meet them, as sea- worn 
and tossed they came — 

Little then could boast our country, but its proud 
and honored name.* 

But they found this rock of refuge, and the fresh, 
unpillaged sod — 

More than all the blessed freedom as they wished 
to worship God. 

And they bore brave hearts and earnest to the un- 
tried paths of life, 

Going fearless and undaunted to its battle-field of 
strife. 

Truest yeomanry of England, planted on our vir- 
gin soil : 

What do we as sons and daughters owe unto their 
care and toil ? 

As we often see the children, standing brick on 
brick in row. 

That whene'er they touch the foremost, one by one 
they all may go, 

* Pennsylvania. 
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So, in way like this, we're feeling thro' the cen- 
turies come to us 

Something of their force and spirit, something of 
their faith and trust ; 

And, tho' wide diverge our pathways, e'en as seed 
the wind has blown 

From one parent stem to flourish far in many a 
clime and zone, 

Yet a few remain believing in the good old Quaker 
ways. 

Taught with simple zeal and fervor in those ear- 
lier, purer days. 

Proud are we to own our birthright to a heritage 
so fair — 

Better than these goodly acres, than a dower of 
gold more rare. 

But 'tis not enough that freely, with the glow of 
inward fires. 

Thro' our veins the blood is flowing from a race of 
noble sires. 

Life is one great common level — we are judged by 
what we are — 

8 
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Not a crowd of generations reaching back to Beth- 
lehem's Star, 

Could absolve us one iota from our individual 
need 

To be earnest still in purpose, true in every word 
and deed. 

That when we shall come no longer to this memo- 
ried spot again, 

Like the Moslem to his Mecca, or pilgrim to Jeru- 
salem, 

We may have our houses builded like our fathers' 
on the Rock, 

That will still defy the whirlwind, and survive the 
tempest's shock ; 

And beside the crystal waters we may reunite 
once more, 

With the Tree of Life o'ershadowing on another, 
brighter shore. 
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A FRAGMENT. 

tLONG our strand, 
Built here and there upon some 
rocky ledge, 
Massive and stately, near the coast-line's edge 
Lighthouses stand ; 

And when the waves 
In foaming madness dash against their side, 
And thunders roll upon the rising tide 

From ocean caves. 

And midnight reigns 
Upon the angry billows of the deep. 
These faithful sentinels their vigils keep 

Till darkness wanes ; 

Unmoved afar 
They fling athwart the blackness of the sea, 
A ray to warn, to guide, to save, and be 

A beacon star. 



108 WAVELETS. 

So beams a life, 
A Christian life Time's watery waste across, 
Where barques go down and vessels heave and toss 

With gales at strife. 

In inward sense 
Such spirits stand against the whirlwind's shock, 
Their sealed foundation the Eternal Rock, 

And their defence. 

Would that yet more 
Of guardian lights upon life's shore might be. 
From shoal and sand-bar helping to set free 

Each keel and oar ; 

Till one long line 
Of brightness forms a galaxy below. 
Lit by the torch and radiant with the glow 

Of Love Divine. 
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THE INDIANS AT CHICAGO ON 
COLUMBUS DAY. 

fHERE seemed a pathos in the moving throngs, 
That met to honor the immortal name, 
Which, with Columbia, evermore belongs 
To deathless fame. 

What thought }^e, children of a forest race. 
As thus ye mingled with the joyous clan. 
And in the glad procession bore your place 
Amid the van ? 

Did any bitter feeling haunt your breast. 

And curl the lip, or cloud the brow in gloom, 
Conscious the time we celebrate with zest. 
Presaged your doom ? 

That all the show of greatness, pomp and power. 
The march of progress with its grand display. 
Did but commemorate the dawning hour 
Of your decay. 
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Did not a memory of the tales yoiiVe heard 

Beside the camp-fire on the far-oflF plain, 
Told by your fathers, eloquent in word, 
Revive again ? 

That had no. wanderer ventured o'er the sea, 

This goodly land on her primeval page. 
Might yet abound with hunting grounds, and be 
Your heritage. 

Did not a surging of your grievous wrongs. 

Heaped in the transit of four hundred years. 
Change into dirges those blithe airs and songs. 
Unto your ears ? 

To you a stain is on the nation's brow, 

Renown and glory but an empty name ; 
Should we not from these mockeries shield you now 
In very shame ? 

It may be in the ordering of God, 

Your birthright, as a huntsman's was of old. 
Shall be surrendered, and the soil you've trod. 
Another hold. 



WA VELETS. Ill 

But never in his purposes was planned 

A single deed of treachery or fraud — 
By right and justice every Christian land 
His truth should laud. 

And well may we, the stronger, favored race. 

Upon our dealings with the vanquished one, 
The rock of endless silence seek to place, 
And seal the stone. 



SALUTATORY FOR WESTTOWN GRADU- 
ATES—CLASS '93. 

HITH glad pulses beating, 
We oflFer our greeting 
To you who are gathered before us to-day, 
A welcome upspringing. 
Repeating and ringing 
In joyous vibrations away and away. 
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We're climbing a mountain, 

And now by a fountain, 
Refreshing and cool, we are halting to rest ; 

Are halting and turning, 

In clearness discerning 
The path we have trodden with ardor and zest. 

It winds thro' the valley, 

With flowers seems to dally, 
Then, curving in grace, gently rises the slope, 

And here it is shaded, 

And there it is graded, 
And over it all is the sunlight of hope. 

The crags tower above us. 

And spirits that love us. 
Are bidding us speed up the steeper incline, 

A moment we linger, 

Adjuring Time's finger 
To stay on the dial the shadow and shine. 

A triumph achieving, 
A meed in receiving, 
A pleasure in gaining the goal of our aims, 
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Must plead for our pausing 
Your presence here causing, 
To seal on our being the hour that remains. 

The voice of the nation 

In blithe salutation 
Is sounding her welcome abroad to the world ; 

So w^e in our measure 

Exhibit our treasure, 
And bear the mind's ensign, a banner unfurled : 

And welcome j'^ou truly, 

Most warmly and fully 
As thus on the side of life's mountain we stand. 

With shadow before us 

But summer skies o'er us. 
And fragrance and beauty possessing the land. 

The green of the grasses, 

The blossoms in masses. 
May never be ours in such richness again ; 

More compassed by danger. 

Unsheltered and stranger. 
The soul may grow weary, the ascent be pain. 
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Yet radiantly waking, 

May Heaven's light breaking 
Thro' mist and thro' cloudland disperse them afar, 

Our aim be still higher. 

Our paradise nigher. 
Till bright in our crown shineth Bethlehem's star. 



MEADOW-LARKS UPON THE SNOW. 
IN the winter storm and cold, 
^ Far from sheltered branch or wold, 
With their crescent-plumaged breast 
Shadowed on the drifted crest, 
Showering round the silver spray, 
Thus I saw these birds to-day 
In the evening's sombre glow. 
Meadow-larks upon the snow. 

Gaily from each swelling throat. 
Rang a clear and joyous note — 
Short, but passing sweet the strain. 



WAVELETS. 115 

Leaving till it rose again 
Ever strong desire to be 
Flooded with that minstrelsy, 
As they fluttered to and fro, 
Meadow-larks upon the snow. 

In the spirit's counterpart 
Of the winter of the heart, 
When it lieth bleak and chill. 
Sorrow-fettered, dark and still, 
When the icy breath of doubt 
Gathers all its strings about. 
Would it then might see and know 
Meadow-larks upon the snow. 

Every outward waving wing 
Herald's earth's fair blossoming ; 
So upon the inward ear 
Breaks the whisper, ^^ Spring is near," 
And the songs of gladness roll 
O'er the dim wastes of the soul, 
As around it come and go 
Meadow-larks upon the snow. 
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WHAT WILL IT MATTER? 

IHAT will it matter in a few short years 
If life be toilsome unto thee and me ? 
Whether its income be of smiles or tears, 
Whether its voices be of grief or glee ? 
Whether a place of honor and of power, 
Or low and humble shall accorded be, 
Whether of penurj^ or richest dower, 
What will it matter unto thee and me ? 

What will it matter if our plans have failed. 

If drifting wrecks come home our ships from sea, 
The brightening glow upon their canvas paled. 

With which they left the harbor glad and free ; 
That we have found the impress of decay 

Securely branded upon all we see. 
That keenest pleasures last but for a day — 

What will it matter unto thee and me ? 

But it will matter when the years are fled, 

When acts are judged and every thought is 
weighed. 
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That thou and I such daily lives have led 
That others be not hindered nor dismayed. 

The slightest touch our brief existence makes, 
Transmits its pressure to the farthest time, 

The faintest murmur which our influence wakes. 
Uncounted ages hear the echoes chime. 

That we have let our sympathies extend 

Unto the needy and the suffering one, 
Have felt our welfare with our neighbor's blend. 

And made all human interests our own ; 
That more and more, as follows day on day, 

A Christ-like spirit our adorning be. 
That truly prostrate at his feet we lay, 

Much will it matter unto thee and me. 



THE COAST BELL. 

JMHERE the breakers dash in fury 
i^#^] On the rugged coast of Wales, 
And the wind-harp's loudest music 
Swells upon the boisterous gales. 
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In the sea a bell is stationed 
High above the rushing tide, 

Placed so deftly every surging 
Of the waves its motions guide. 

When the sunlight breaks and shimmers 

On the ocean's placid breast, 
And with low perpetual murmur 

Sink the billows down to rest. 
Softly o'er the waters ringing, 

Guardian of that rocky steep. 
Solemn, slow, its tone is mingling 

With the anthem of the deep. 

But when storm and tempest gather. 

And the surf is lashed in foam. 
Beating with an angry tumult 

'Gainst the barriers of its home. 
Then with peal, and clang, and clamor. 

Sends the bell its voice afar. 
Thro' the turmoil and the darkness. 

Warning from the treacherous bar. 
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On the land the din of traffic, 

Often drowns that earnest sound, 
Which unnoted, unregarded 

Vainly fills the air around. 
But however tossed and troubled, 

On the main or on the shore. 
To the ear that bends to listen. 

Comes its tolling o'er and o'er. 

Thus above life's sea of changes, 
Still the bell of conscience rings. 

With the mystic waves eternal. 
Touching all its secret springs. 

And the voice the ancient Prophet 
Heard without the open cave, 

Ever breathes its pure monition. 

Seeking yet to guard and save. 
May we heed its gentle warning. 

When the sky is clear and calm. 
And the wavelets' sparkling ripples 

Gently lapse on shores of balm ; 
Or when fiercer blasts assail us, 
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When temptation's waves run high, 
May its strong alarm awaken, 
Fully to the danger nigh. 

Thro' the bustling world's commotion, 

'Mid its myriad hopes and cares, 
Where the heaving tides of pleasure 

Oft engulf us unawares, 
May the spirit find its silenjce. 

Turning from the crowd apart, 
Where the soul may learn to hearken 

To the Coast Bell of the heart. 
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